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settle down with the detective story, which at once
hustled him into the library of the olcl Manor House,
where the baronet's body was waiting to be discovered.
But he did not make much headway with it. Goath
and Mr. Dersingham and this Golspie kept appearing in
that library. Angel Pavement was just outside the old
Manor House. So he put the book away and tried the
wireless. This time the patronising gentlemen had all
gone home, and in their place was a rich and adven-
turous flood of sound. It was not unfamiliar to Mr.
Smeeth, and after a pleasant tussle with his memory,
he recognised it as something by Mendelssohn, an over-
ture it was, a sea piece, either What's-It's Cave or
Hebrides or something. Unlike his wife and children
and most of his friends, Mr. Smeeth had a genuine, if
unambitious, passion for music, and this was the kind
of music he knew and liked best. He sank into his chair,
and the sharp lines on his face softened as the music
came swirling out of the little cone and there arrived
with it the old mysterious enchantment of the ear. A
phantom sea rolled about his chair: the room was filled
with foam and salt air, the green glitter of the waves,
the white flash and the crying of great sea birds. And
Mr. Smeeth, a magically drowned man, worried no
longer, and for a brief space was happy.
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THE next day Mr. Smeeth struggled out of sleep to find
himself faced with one of those dark spouting morn-
ings which burst over unhappy London like gigantic
bombs filled with dirty water. At the first sign of the